/----------------------------------------------\
|  _           _
| ( unny |)ut / old       my wanderlust, part  I
| _)     |)   \_     
\
... the air picks up swift
sniff just a whiff
the cold takes a bite
nibble just a little ...

... the sun shines of fire
to walk for a while
the light brings me peace
for a while at least ...

... the ground puts up guard
jar legs so hard
the breeze pulls my arms
cool makes them blue ...

... too much to waste
much less to taste
too far to walk
far more to talk
much more to say
for much later days ...

... the end is my friend
but no closer still
the plight painful slow
and this day grows old ...

... eaten insides I ponder on
what life can go on
what wish can be left

filling empty I wonder too
what strife can be gone
what miss can be kept ...

06 MARCH 1999 - 11:10PM
08 APRIL 1999 -  7:00AM (edits to stanza 5 "is so" -> "painful")

  I remember I wrote this poem when I was walking to the Lakewood Mall from my apartment which is about, oh ... two to three miles away.  It was very beautifully sunny, but chilling cool at the same time.  The kind that eventually makes your face feel like a mask.  I was disillusioned with everything and the choices I had made because it seemed like I was getting no closer to resolution.  At the time of writing this (8 APR 1999), the going is still slow.  I decided today to partner this poem with "these Days we Walk" since they are both about walking and thinking ... my wanderlust.
  
  At first I wasn't going to keep this poem except as lame notes.  I came back to it a couple days ago and found that I actually liked it.  The style is slightly different than a lot of things, but when read right it rides roughly along in sort of a crunchy, bittersweet flow.
